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Introduction to the Poet 


M.R.Gohar (Dr. Muhammad Riaz Gohar) is the author of 
the books ‘Inside Out’, ‘Images’, ‘Metaphors’ and Yellow 
Leaves (all four with short and long poems in English). His 
‘Kasak’ is the book with Urdu short poems. He also 
composed some syllabus books for undergraduate 
students. One of them is ‘Research in Practice’. He is an 
Associate Professor of English at Government Graduate 
College satellite Town Gujranwala. He grew up in Jandiala 
Baghwala; a peripheral village of Gujranwala. He received 
his Bachelor (English Literature) and Master (English 
Literature with Gold Medal) from Government College 
Gujranwala. Apart from English, he got his Master degrees 
in Urdu, Punjabi and Oriental Learning from the University 
of Punjab Lahore. He secured his degrees of M.Phil and 
Ph.D in Linguistics from the University of Gujrat. He is a 
morphologist and onomastician. In addition to writing 
poetry in English and Urdu, he has two dozen of research 
articles published on native languages. He is the Chief 
Patron of a research organization “Orient Social Research 
Consultancy” (www.osrc.org.pk) that hosts five HEC 
recognized journals in ‘Y’ category. 
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PREFACE 


Dr.Gohar is a poet of the present age. His poems cover a 
variety of themes, from choices and memories to societal 
change and the impact of media. Each poem offers a unique 
perspective and message for readers to interpret and 
appreciate. 


"Fill in the Blanks": This poem explores choices and 
decisions. It presents an open format with blanks that can 
be filled with various words, encouraging readers to 
contemplate the significance of their choices and how they 
impact the overall narrative. It also suggests the importance 
of honesty in decision-making. 


"Yellow Leaves": This poem uses the metaphor of falling 
yellow leaves to reflect on memories and moments that 
have passed. The poet expresses curiosity and a desire for a 
return to those times, yet acknowledges the impossibility of 
reversing the past. 


"Dilemma of An Author": The poem delves into the 
challenges faced by authors when their work is subject to 
interpretation and criticism by others. It highlights the 
enduring nature of words and their ability to transcend time 
and authorship. 


"Spring in Pennsylvania": This poem vividly describes 
the arrival of spring in Pennsylvania, emphasizing the 
rejuvenating and lively qualities of the season. It paints a 
picture of nature's renewal and the joy it brings to people. 
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"COVID-19 in Italy": The poem captures the eerie 
transformation of a once-bustling Milan street into a 
deserted place during the COVID-19 pandemic. It focuses 
on the experiences of an individual navigating this changed 
landscape, highlighting the new normal of mask-wearing 
and social distancing. 


"Red Journalism": This poem addresses the evolution of 
journalism from a white, pure form to one tainted with the 
metaphorical redness of blood. It reflects on the impact of 
media in reporting conflicts and the consequences it may 
have on individuals and society. The poem also hints at the 
quest for justice in the face of tragedy. 


Ghulam Abbass 


Professor of English 
Principal (Ret.) 
Government Zamindar College Gujrat 
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M.R.Gohar is a prolific poet as he has five collections of 
poems to his credit. The thorough study of his poems 
reveals that he always waits for divine inspiration so that he 
can pour it out on to the page. His collection “Yellow 
Leaves” tends to explore the depth of emotional 
experiences and takes the readers on a profound voyage 
through different shades of life. As the poems were during 
pandemic, they strike a chord in all those touched by the 
covid-19 and evoke empathy and understanding through his 
dazzling images and delicately placed words. 


Abdullah Noman 
Chairman 


Department of English Literature and Language 
Government Graduate College Guranwala. 
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Yellow Leaves 


The moments I bid farewell 
were sudden and small 

like the fall of yellow leaves 
Falling from the trees 


In the mid of autumn. 


Your eyes transfixed in me 
with a clamor behind them 
Like a storm in a teacup. 

I was not slick inside too. 
I’d queries and questions 
About the moments we lived 
The days and dates we spent 
The gifts we exchanged. 
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I said so many words 
without any syllables 
Sighs were unuttered 
Drops were unshed 
throat got chocked 
Eyes fixed like a desert. 


I was curious 

And hoped for spring 
But that was just a hope 
Leaves once fallen 
Can’t be put back 

On the same boughs. 


Thousands of showers 
And years of spring 
Can’t work 

In retrieving 


The bygone days. 


kk 
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Green and Yellow 


A peepal tree in the heart 
The heart of my hamlet 
With heart-shaped leaves 
Stood out as Roman Empire 
Me called it the Sacred Fig. 


It used to be lush green 

It was once; long ago 
Like a century before. 
The kids in off-times; 

In the long summer noons 
Chuckled and giggled. 

on the self-made swings 
pushed up and down 
With a branch as crown 
On the head of each king; 
Void of anger and frown 
the owners of the town. 


The one kid like me 
Used to jump with ease 
In a swirl as a monkey 
Chased around the trunk. 
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“The tree will be ever green” 
No other option we thought 
All was real at that time 

Like a pool of water in desert 
Or sparkling water on a road 
In the summer days. 


The leaves turned less green 
From less to least in shades 
They looked queer and odd; 
Some Cadmium, some Canary 
Some were Chartreuse even 
Quercitron, another version! 
a day later, all bright yellow? 
The yellow is perhaps the one 
That will last and last long 
Before the final drop-off 

In the dust; to be dusty. 


The gardener is now fed up; 

He is unruly and omnipotent 

He is to turn all mesh a heap; 

A heap of yellow leaves 

A single stick from his match-box 


is enough to turn all into ashes. 
*k* 


Yellow Leaves (40 Poems) 


15 


COVID-19 in Italy 


A busy road of Milan 

-once busy- 

Now just 

Pigeons, doves, sandgrouse 
flicker around. 

Just opposite to the Cathedral, 
A girl in her twenties 

masked face 

head in her hoodie 

long coat 

Hands in white gloves 
Crosses the Starbucks Centrale 
-no vapors, no fumes of coffee- 
Enters Florio farmacie 

Buys 

A cotton pack 

A tissue roll 

A pack of Kotex Regular, 
Pays at self-checkout 

Retreats as precisely 

And wisely 

As be a target 

Of an unseen hunter. 


k* 
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Love in the Time of Coronavirus 


Let’s meet from the distance; 
Hugs no more 

Kisses forbibben, 

Try the language of gestures, 
like lovers in primeval times 
for pouring inside out. 

You write me in emoji 

Of flowers and heart. 

I will reply too 

in emoticons and 
abbreviations as 

* * and XOXO. 

Or sometimes in images 


of lips and eyes. 
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If get bored, 

We can share 

The pics of our bygone days- 
the days of carnal intimacy- 
when there were allowed 
kissing and hugging, 

long walks 

hands in hands 

hands in waists 

hands on cheeks 

rubbing palms with palms 
touching on napes, 

sitting for hours 

on the park bench 

with four legs tangled 


in one another. 


The golden days are no more, dear! 


Let’s carry on lovin’, though in fear. 


kk 
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COVID-19 in Pakistan 


Streets crowded and packed 
With onrush and outrush; 
The least care of anything 
They rush to the fast foods. 


Youth is loitering around 
Aping the ones with masks; 


Emitting smoke from nostrils 


Challenging any bug to come. 


Villagers sit in their circles, 
Youth and old in some shade; 
Unaware of social distancing 


Don’t know what parting 1s. 


Yellow Leaves (40 Poems) 


19 


The vendors still shouting 
the enticing slogans; 
For the kids and ladies 


to rush and load them off. 


Coves are silent with hulls, 
A fisherman sits in the sun 


with right palm on forehead 


voyaging in some deep realm. 


Towns are to get bare gently 
kids are to detain at homes, 
Giving them video games 


Women are to cry at them. 


Lockdown is a nasty task 
On the part of oneself, 
On the part of others, 


Such a fusty mob as we. 


k* 
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COVID-19 in the USA 


A scourge is at heads 

in the form of COVID-19; 
Putting thousands in beds. 
All rituals delayed 
epidemic raging all around. 


The Wall Street is mum 
Backstage Bar is indolent 
Broadway Theatres closed 
Greyhound and Megabus at rest 
Rumors circle all day. 


Death dances in the cities 
like Plague in the Thebes 
like once in London streets 
no one comes and meets. 


k* 
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Social Distancing 


Stay away, touch me not 
Distances are getting vital 
Let me greet in gestures 
Let me thank in signs. 


Keep hands packed 
Inside the pockets 
Let them wash even 
After each greet. 


Rituals are to redefine 
The curls are to uncurl 
kissers are to abandon 
All feelings hushed. 


Virus is all around 

Chasing you and me 
In silence and sound 
In home and ground. 


kk 
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Weekends at Pittsburg 


The still lanes of the downtown 
The Great Pittsburg 

Start yellin’ and tellin’ 

that it is the weekend. 

The guys can’t be indoors. 
They will have their fun 

In the dance halls and sun. 
The flickering lights 

the hearts like balloons 

Of millions and billions, 
Keep on bouncin’ 

At the thrilling gestures 

Of the celebrity at the stage 
She keeps on throwin’ the heat. 
The heat heaps up and up 
To drown their senses 

in the acopa in hands. 

It is the time to rid 

The labor of the week 

And even to forget 

Who is who! 


kk 
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Spring in Pennsylvania 


Spring is at hand 

With new blossoms; 
And chirp at dawn 
The buds like beads. 
The colorful weeds 
and the golden clime, 
at the day time; 
Freshens the moods, 
Even of the Croods. 
Roads with green beds 
Like some ivory sheds. 
The crawl of the kids 
the boredom to rid. 
The trips all around. 
Their yells and sounds 
In a fun each is found 
Lying on slushy ground. 
May is at its hike 

Like guys on bike. 
Come, jump and joy 
Don’t be a shy. 


k* 
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Fill in the Blanks..... 


Come and fill in the blanks 
They lie open and unfilled 
You are wise and smart 
may discern and sort 

Right from the wrong 

For the same ‘blank’a 

But don’t be panic 

And try to be frank. 


Open are the choices 
Against the same ‘space’ 
Either put ‘he’ or ‘me’ 
‘This’ or ‘that’ 

‘Silence’ or ‘chat’ 


All is objective. 
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Iam a ‘blank’ 

With five dots and dashes 
in an ambiguous statement; 
To be filled by you; 

Or to be left blank. 


The choice is yours. 


k* 
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No One Stays 


I beseech tides to arrive 
just halt on the shore 
Wait for a tide to drive 


Ashore me from my door. 


Past is past; comes never 
I chase it not and say, 
“Utter no words ever 


See ahead to the blank day.” 


You have your right to learn 
To settle and resign 
All my letters to burn 


With no concern of mine. 
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All years passed in fun 
They had to pass at all 
Who cares to wait for one 


After the yellow leaves fall. 


Let be with the spring 
Struggle for all the best 
And happy time to bring 
Think ahead without rest 


Your days are just to start 
with the golden path of Sun 
Let be a pine stalwart 


And pay heed to your fun. 


kk 
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All that Matters.... 


All that matters is sincerity 
Stay wherever you may 
And say whatever you say 
Distances are the inner boundaries 
They are to be bridged 
With gigantic leaps 

With hopes like heaps 

And there will be a time 
To cherish the ties 

That are getting loose 
With the gentle pace 

And the swift race of time. 
Retreat is just an illusion 
But the onward is the face 


With bigger scores to trace.... 


k* 
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Keep on Promising 


Promises are but promises; 
You need not accomplish 
They just need reassurance 

At the time when hope is down 
And passions are no more 


Keep on promising dear 
And carry on reassuring 
Till the day reaches 
All blank and wide 
with night no more. 


I'll demand nothing 
It'll be everything 
like a finale 

the accomplishment 
Of all the hopes. 


kk 
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Things Go on 


Let the ball roll 

It has to roll 

Be roll it up 

And roll it down; 
keep on smiling 
Let others frown 
They push you up 
Don’t quit town. 


Time is changing 
It has to change 
Like dying days 
and sweeping rays. 
Don’t hinder it 
Peacefully sit; 
Wait for the rise, 
Without any noise. 


kk 
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What to Do? 


New charms were in wait 
You might have waited too 
Like a dream princess 

In the fairy land 

with gleeful band. 

The prince was to come 
But he got late 

With his other mate. 

He did not reach 

On the promised beach 
Your gullible eyes 

Got filled with water 

The sand got hotter 

The heat of the heart. 
And the glossy sand; 

Let you stay not 
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In wait any more 

On the shore 

You may go home 
With pain in chest 
Without any rest 
Thinking about past 
And her future too 

Till all thoughts betwixt 
And leave her quite blank. 
Undecided she is still. 
What to sow? 


What to mow? 


K* 
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New Horizons 


Fresh is the taste 
Soft are the rays 
With the new mate 


on the vast bays. 


Vigor and flavor 
Hope you cherish 
Press and savor 


No fear to perish. 


Cozy are the bights 
Smart are the ways 
Candled are the nights 


Perfumed are the days. 
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Days have to pass 
Nights linger on 
enticing is the bass 


All in short gown. 


Perhaps you forget 
The chill and heat 
Long talk and bet 


And memories sweet. 


I still stand and wonder 
All in rain and thunder; 
The choice you availed 


And silently sailed! 


wk* 
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Lasting Life 


At the verge of completion 
Things are to dwindle. 
They are to perish soon 
Under the glowing moon; 
Even April allures me not; 
We all to sail on swiftly 
All the grudge and rifts; 
frowns and furies 

All we learn is to shun 
And make a straight run 
The goal is but to reach 
On the dazzling beach. 


May you find your days 
With soft and silky lays! 
The better future you find 
And meet ones who’re kind. 


k* 
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Dilemma of An Author 


The books written in fondness 
Turn into trash by others. 

The others have their choices; 
They avail them 

They have the rights. 

The author doesn’t stop, 

He keeps on heaping 

Books on books 

New editions; 

The revised ones. 

Volumes fill racks. 

The racks are cleared as trash 
Like the author. 

His soul survives in words; 


Words don’t die 
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Ascend to the sky 
Where they do lie. 


They descend in newer tones 
Through some newer author 
In some newer days 

They are called creation 


By the next generation. 


Words carry on shifting 
From mouth to mouth 
from time to time 

from clime to clime 
they die never 


a human death. 


k* 
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With due Permission 


Parting with permission 
Is the new law 
Approved by the consent 
Of the cabinet 

The cabinet of the two. 


No counter arguments 
No further pondering 
Just the few words 


And the writ is there. 


Neither is to blame 
Neither is to claim 
Equal choices 

No restrictions 


Love no more 
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Neither any hatred 
As aliens we were 


Before the trance of love. 


The parting is easy in the way 
Life would unopen new vistas 
For both going on diverse way 


With their rush in the bland day. 


k* 
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Reveries 


Keep on telling the tales 

The tales of the distant lands 
Of the towers small and grand 
Of the ways windy and smooth 


You will stop not 

I will be bored no more 
My head in your lap 
Forever in rest 

To make me smile 

In joke and jest 

Keep on lulling dear 
The fingers in my hair 
Like the reap of joys 
And culling of love 
You carry on in brisk 
Wait not for the winters 
Summer is chilly with you. 


wk 
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All the Way Down 


All the way down 
Come along with me 
Don’t search gown 


Quit shore and sea. 


The storm is at hand 
Come and hide away 
Hurricane of the sand 


Let’s trace the way. 


Don’t haste with craze 
Just sump at the toes 
Leave the windy maze 


Be fast as race goes. 


All the way down 
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Come and hug me 
Don’t cry and frown, 


Till we hide in lee. 


Only you and me. 
We may live smart 
around the shade of a tree 


with no end, no start. 


kk 
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Distances are Metaphorical 


Living at the two ends of the globe 
With seven seas stretched amid; 
Distances are just metaphorical, 
you are distantly close to me. 


I can’t have a single moment 
Without a soliloquy about you. 
Your face, flushing and blushing, 
Even the glabella and the brows, 
The touch of aglet to shoe-sole, 
shower and petrichor in the town, 
Nail of the minimus inside the shoe, 
The sense of the vocables around. 


I sense them all and cherish the taste 
Of the vermilion zone of your lips, 
sip of cheeks and kiss on nape, 

soft sound of the bra buttons; 

all will be ever fresh to me, 

in tomorrows and overmorrows. 


kk 
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Waiting for Godot-I 


Men are suffering from germs 
The germs of their own nature, 
They are bipeds in strict terms 
But are dragons in their stature 
They, no more, seem humans 
Slur proudly as Berkshire boar. 


The dragons ended peace and love 
they even feared no one above; 

ruin and abuse, damage and harm 
killed all that was peace and calm 
Cries of Bosnia, blood of Burma 
Tears of Chechnya, wails of Palestine 
Hunger of Persia, thirst of Afghans 
Moans of Iraq, Shrieks of Yemen 
Carnage of Uighurs, sickness of Syria 
Holocaust of Kashmir, riots of Delhi 


Pain appalls all the poor everyday 
They seek no rest in nights and say 
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Whatever they wish, they sit in pray 
With their shattered gowns and tights 
Under the bloody sprinkle and spray 
Helpless against all the murky fights. 


The dragons slayed the real Godot, 
assumed themselves to be Master 
Kept on ruthless firing and shelling 
Kept on endless buying and selling, 
The destinies of his own dear fellows 
putting thousands, a day, at gallows 
piling up limitless power over power 
under the bloody rain and showers 
Building the statures as huge towers 
machined colossal wolfish bowers 
kept on weaving some brutal snares 
smacking virtue in endless layers 
The layers with malicious mirth 
Against all the salts of the earth. 


kk 
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Waiting for Godot-II 


Butchered bodies, scratched faces, 

All who were killed in undue cases; 
The ones hanged for nothing in war, 
Or were slaughtered in lands afar. 

The ones put in the murky cell like jar, 
Brains dashed out with bullets in car. 
Naked skeletons buried without coffins, 
thrashed chests by the unkind ruffians. 
The souls suffered from dirty smoke, 
small kids in trash with hands in rope. 
Scratched chests of virgins in croft, 
gallowed in Delhi, hung aloft. 

Acid on face, turning as flukes, 

Their stuffed mouths by dukes. 

All scorned slaves of the whites, 
Whosoever calling for his rights. 
Ambushed babies of mothers mum, 


shattered visages found in drum. 
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Daughters’ cuffed hands instead of toys, 
Blood smeared on the budding boys. 
Wrinkled face of a man as old bud, 

his beard, and veiled girls in mud. 
Soiled skins of natives at crags, 

bodies buried in bulky bags. 

Wailed and bowed to the Godot above, 


called for mercy who claims to love. 


He gives ears to hues and cries, 

To each who lives and dies. 

Amazes little but smiles at his folks, 

asks them all to see how he mocks. 

He claims, “I can turn all gems into trash, 
I can ruin all machines and cash”. 
Philosophy, science, logic and reason, 

All are predictions about clime and season. 
Abbey, synagogue, mosque and temple, 


He can blow with powers ample. 


Just a microbe he sends in towns, 
In lands of dragons, roams in frowns. 
Creates social distance among all, 


for mighty and colossal to fall. 
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Kills who dare to share High, 

the ones who maroon poor to die. 
Dragons and wolves ambling out, 

All are made mum just by a shout; 
Twists fabric of so-called lord, 

puts him see above calling Him Guard. 
All strict teeth and claws of fiend, 


and cads of each genre are aligned. 


All beasts prostrate on the dust at feet, 
Implore Him, confess charge sheet. 
They promise to yield and be neat, 


If Virus goes above and retreats. 


kk 
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Time Passes 


Time passes in quick moments 
Each moment seems stagnant 
But keeps on shifting vigor 
Like the transfer of dreams 

Or the assignment of values 


From one generation to another. 


Time is stagnant in a sense 
We keep on moving 

Like passing from some street 
With strange images on walls 
And strange voices from roofs 
All are still and silent 

They make us mesmerized, 
And intoxicated 


In such a way 
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That we think 
We are still. 


The stillness and the motion 
The noise and the clamor 
The drift and the stay 

The street and the roof 

All turn out to be illusions 
And the journey is done 


In no time. 


kk 
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Secret Moments 


You and I 

When together smile and sing 
Make each second 

Extended to millions of years 
The years embrace us; 

bless us ecstasy and rapture. 
Carry us beyond the curly waves 
Of relations and associations 
Of the millions around us 

We lie in each other’s arms 
Like a couple on Florida beach 
Feeling no remorse 

Or sense of presence 


Of anyone around. 


kk 
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Heritage 


Our brave soldiers with arms 
Swift swords in their hands 
Long bows and arrows hung 

A sharp knife in sleeves 

Tread with pride and decency 
Make the ways through world 
The dreary and rough word. 
They demolish evil plans 

And erase the names of forts; 
The forts of lechers 

The residues of blood-suckers 
All are dashed down 

And lick the ground 

With a single but powerful blow 
The blow with the slogan of Almighty 


And with the vision of Justice. 


Such heroes we worship 
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They make our heritage 
Our generations feel pride 
Of their names and virtues. 
They construct our history 
And frame a legacy 


Of everlasting name and fame. 


The game goes on and on 
virtue wins and shines 

on the eternal sky 

It stays till the sun will collapse 


And the planets cease to move. 


wk* 
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Roses in Rain 


Roses in rain 

Look bold and brave 

The petals drink water 

To their fill 

The rest drops down 

Drop after drop 

Like a rosary. 

The birds in the nest 
Mutter silently 

Seem praying on the rosary 
They chatter in low tones 
And twitter in treble voice 
As saying praise to the Lord; 
Thanking Him 

for the fresh breeze 

For new buds 

For moist soil 

For fruitful toil 

And for every thing 

That forgets to thank. 


*k* 
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Red Journalism 


Journalist used to be white 
It used to be white once 
Then it turned yellow 
From light yellow to dark. 


Now it has turned red 

RED one; pure red 

No amalgamation 

No nuances 

Red and only red 

Like the redness of red 

Or like the redness of blood 
It is more like blood. 


Blood dripped over the pages 


And smeared the road; 

The dashboard of the car 
And the leather seat covers 
The brown covers 

looked red and later on 
redness congealed as black; 
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it was blackish red 
or reddish black. 


The alien lands; 

The varying reports 

The social media 

The news and channels; 
both official and private 
army and the civilians 
uproar of claims 

arrows of blames. 

The dead body and the funeral 
The titles and epithets 
‘martyr’ and ‘brave’, 
“shaheed-e-sahafat”’ 
Clomor will settle soon. 
Once gone is gone forever. 


The story finishes here not; 

It is the preface; 

The preface of the real story. 

An old mother on a wheel chair 
A widow with a file in right hand 
The left hand clutched by her kid 
Both with scarfed faces 

Trot precisely 
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with moving lips 

reciting silent prayers 
Move from home to Court 
like saffa and marwa 

The seven rounds cover. 


The hearing is still pending 

Judicial commission undecided 
May be something pre-decided 
Or something to be re-decided. 


They’ ll seem come to the point 
That the justice delayed 

is the justice delayed; 

till the Day of Justice. 
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Justice is Blind 


A boy and a girl 

In simple casual dress 

Seem suffering some casualty 
Move as brother and sister 
Walk slowly and precisely 
Towards the court 

The justice they need 
Onlyjustice they demand. 


The rush of the people 
The crowd of clients 
The lurk of the lawyers 
The chains and clutter 
The voices and mutter 


“Your Highness’ 
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All frighten them 

They are withered and terse 
Shrinking and escaping 
Stealing their gazes from others 
They reach in front; 

In front of the Highness 

And the Highness demands the lawyer 
The public prosecutor 

The prosecutor is not on duty 
May be busy somewhere. 

Their faces want to argue 

Their brows wish to say 

Their eyes twinkle and convey 
So many evidences. But, 

The Highness can’t see 

The pangs on their faces 

Nor the whirls and twists 


Nor the folded file in hand. 
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Migration 2023 


The talent of the year 
The wit and intellect 
The labor and the law 
Study and work 

All tended to move 

As the mass migration 
Of the Negroes 

From Africa to America 
In search of dreams 

In the new realms 

With high hopes 

Away from the near ones 
Remotest areas 

Out of their native lands 
In quite alien hands 


The youth of the year 
Out of dearth and fear 
Sought shelter abroad 
In middle and far East 
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Somewhere in Greece 
Some in Poland and England 
Rest settled in Europe. 


The native land is in terror 
Like the fear of Nazi 

like dearth in Egypt 

like fear of Macbeth. 


Macbeth is no more there 
But his ancestors still alive 
Alive and active around here 
All the time despotic in rule. 


The masses suffer and suffer 
They can help nothing but migrate 
To the lands and sands of Others 
With the sense of Otherness 
Leavingheir fathers and mothers. 
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MASKS 


Masking the faces 

is more a need than fashion; 
Covering nostrils and mouth 
The only inlets in front 
Allow no particle to enter 
No particle of dust 

No smoke or smog 

No virus or bacteria 

No hot or chill air 

The colored masks 

With patterns and names 
Printed in all the shades. 


Differences are made 

Just because of the eyes 
The eyes and gazes 

Or by the pitch and accent 
Tone and tempo 

Stress and juncture. 
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The people go on moving 
With masked faces 

And different gazes 

And move here and there 
Like someone in mazes. 


Little kids with masks 
Drifted down on chins 
Pretend to be secure 
And move valiantly 
Like their elders 

And never miss a chance 
To be without a mask 
At each point and task 
They are braver 

They are fearless 
They can face 

Each germ and jerk 
And can survive 

In dark and light 

In maim and might. 

In dusk and light. 
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Road to Freedom 


(My Motherland narrates her story) 


It has been since my birth 
The limbs twisted 

Short of breath 

Face mutilated 

Blood all around 

A poor fetus 

Ill-fed and frail 

As in the glass-doom 

In the child-ward 

Under intensive care. 


It has been since my birth 
My hair unsmooth, no vowels 
Rough bed and chill around 

I had to survive, I survived 

In a way of a limping child 

I struggled on and on 

Time passed; it had to pass 
My guardian breathed his last 
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An assassination. 


It has been since my birth 

My tears rolling down 

My fist weak, my ankles aching 
It was perhaps rheumatism 
Injustice with me every day 

I cried and cried 

Another episode of bloodshed. 
...A long tale in brief... 

Injustice done with the public 
Their right of say mocked 
Wailing and moaning, loud and muffled 
I lost my one leg in the operation 
I was now a special case 

My veins already shrinked; 

Hard of breath, hard of fate 
Unable to run fast with the others 
I remorsed and crawled 

Nobody saw and listened me. 


It has been since my birth 

The things were getting out of control 
Army personnel and martial-law 
Power was lost, power was sought 
The game of thrones 
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Among my own offspring 

An advent of a dark tradition 

A dark episode; an unforgettable 
My writ of law was lost. 

I cried and wailed loud. 

All listened me with stuffed ears. 


It has been since my birth 

And it is to date... 

martyrdom, deaths and murders 

The murders of my sons and daughters 
I can’t forget, I can’t forego 

A setback, a backlash 

Army collides with public 

A test of power. 
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Ata Small Distance 


All we lie far from one another 
At a safe and reasonable distance 
Lie under the layers of truth 

Try to conceal what lies on lips 
Two lips kiss each other 
Mutually and rhythmically 

They meet and part; part and meet 
Articulate vowels and consonants 
Syllables and words, 

Words are stretched, phrases and clauses 
The sentences we construct 
Abruptly surface out meanings. 


The art of stress and pitch 

Intonation and implications 

All meet at one place; 

The place we lie and keep on lying 

The sagas of the day call it Rhetoric and art 
The art of talk shows and social media 

The art of manufacturing and fabrication 


The laymen are too simple to decipher 
depth and height of the ditch where they lie. 
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A Bloody Record 


I am sick of the world 
The world that is silent 
Or that is silenced 

On the miseries 

Undue and sudden 

By the homo-sapiens 
On the homo-sapiens. 


Wild life is less in terror 
Than the terror we spread 
With weapons as guns 
With weapons as bombs 
Guns fire bullets 

Bombs bang and explode 


Smash human bones and flesh 


Like slaughtered animals 
On the day of Qurbani 
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We seek a salvation 
Of our spirits 
By killing others. 


Islam and Zionisn 
Kalima and Cross 
Muslim and Hindu. 
Jihad and terrorism 
Terrorism and Jihad 
Death and martyrdom 
Martyrdom and death. 


A bloody game 
starts with blood 
ends at blood too. 
Blood in the eyes 
Pours out and out 
Mud soaked in blood 
Walls painted in red 
Blood-littered faces 
Innocent and infants 
All yell and cry 
Suffer long and die. 
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Time stops for none 
But it is History 

That counts the wounds 
Keeps their statistics 

In figures and frames 
In honors and shames. 


A poet’s heart bleeds too; 
He imprints pains; 

Pains on the pages 

like lauh-e-mahfooz. 
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Keypad Warriors 


A war of words 
A war of emotions. 


A fierce fight of hatred 

Goes on and on 

Bullets are loaded 

Guns are aligned 

Straight at the target 

Bombs in hands 

Pins are to pluck up 

Tanks stand naked under the blue sky. 


The warriors are at their positions 
Artillery is ready to support 
Weapons to all 

Young and old 

Men and women 

Literate and ignorant 

A driver and a conductor 

Both busy in a battle 
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The art of war 

Purpose is obscure 
Sweated but growling yet 
Frowns and groans 
Heard but by himself 
Shrieks and curses 

Burst out as bombs 


It is not easy to say 
A word of lament 
A word of condolence 


Distances are widened 
Can't be bro 

Idled soon 

Time on screen may heal 
The scars and wounds. 
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Past and Present 


A new sun with old face 

A new moon with dull shine 
Crescent like a sword; 

A sword in the hand of High 
The high, who is no more merciful, 
Whips the Low ones to move 
Move on with a load 

A load of luxuries 

Like the African slaves 

Led to be there 

For drudgery and dull labour 
With iron neck-rings and 
chains in feet both. 

They could run and escape; 
We can’t run and escape too 


Love has lost its secrets 

All is open and and vocal 

A sort of drury, a sort of sex 
Souls stay far away, bodies meet 
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Meet and part; part and meet 
Days turn into nights 

Nights brings dark blankets 

But without any slumber 

Alas! They are helpless 

To cover our naked desires 

And nude bodies apart 

Lying under the lamps and lights. 


Dreams find no time to visit 
Fairies parted us long before. 
The romance of prince and princess 
is a bookish story. 

No Ranjha suufers for Heer 

No Punnu waits for Sassi. 

All folk-tales; all fake-tales 
Heroes in the history books 
Stay in the library shelves 
Where no one visits but 

A librarian and his assistant 

To save them from bookworms. 
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Earthly Hell 


Mother earth is burdened 
With killers and killed 
Scars and scratches 
Bleeds and creeps 
Creeps and crawls 
Crawls and cries 
Cries and calls 

Calls for Cross 

Cross and Christ 
Saying first Kalima 
Kalima for Mercy 
Mercy upon each. 


Will anyone to come? 
To shelter and rescue 
Rescue and secure; 
from her own sons 
Sons and daughters 
Merciless and callous 


Callous against their survival 
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They are making her sterile 
Sterile and still 

Still like a barren field 
Nothing more to grow 

No corn, no fruit 

It is going to be fruitless 


Suicides and genocides 

Killing and thrashing 

Hanging still bodies with ceilings 
Carcasses lying naked for vultures 
Prison packed with bones 

Bones of innocent rebels 

The rebels who did nothing 

Just titled and branded 

Branded and banned. 


God stays above 
In his Heavens 
Looks beneath 
Surveys the sun 
Then looks at man 
From man to man; 
From man to hell; 
Then again stares 
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From hell to man 

The angles too 

Follow his gaze 

They all wonder 

Recalling the Primeval Day 
The day of man’s creation 
And the God’s claim. 


In the silent churches 

And the furnished mosques 
The bearded Beelzebubs speak 
Each Sunday and Friday 
Deliver sermons on salvation 
Salvation from Fire 

Fire of hell; hellish fire 

The fire that is masked. 


I stoop on my seat 
With baffled mind 

I guess within me 
Parameters of hell’ 
And in the long run 

I wonder and wonder 
Is there another hell 


Worse that we live? 
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Pleasures no more 


Don’t touch happiness 

It’s the forbidden fruit. 

Truth is spiky and stark 

In a land where horror haunts 
And the naked grief taunts 
All is stale and silent. 


Under the spout of the roof 

No rain water trickles in September 

All the frigid land lets no seedling spring 
And no work of harvest pays the farmer. 


There is the least hope of hop and crop 
Tip and top 
Lip and lap 
Tip and tap 


What can one do 

Except lying muffled 

Under one’s coverlet 

Hiding one’s rationale to be human. 
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Fauji Foundation 


The first row of bricks 

In the construction of a building 
Is significantly significant 
We rarely ignore its strength 
Some one senior or a saint 
Makes a start of the structure. 
It is a ritual, a ceremony 

A good omen, a sign of unity 
The load of all pillars 

The burden of all floors 
Rests on the very first brick 
Or on the sacred hand. 


Rest of the fate lies elsewhere; 
May be in the hands of dwellers 
They live lavishly, take it granted 
Paints peel away, no worries 
Walls get shabby, no mention 
Taps overflow, no matter 

Lawns are mutilated, no need 
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Pipes start leaking, no tension 
Marble moans, no time. 


Just call the Fauji band, 

In uniform, active and alert. 
Beat a drum, Sing shehnai 
shower currency 

Make others dance 

in a fit of passions 

Make slogans 

Make them realize 

This is the end of their duties 
And say no words more 
“Silence is gold” 

But gold goes to them 

You just have silence 

Keep it and enjoy. 
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